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Maepherson’s  “Ossian”  has  made  the  Character  of  “The 
Songs  of  the  Bards  of  other  Days,”  so  familiar  to  the  general 
Public,  that  in  an  Opera,  the  Scene  of  which  is  laid  amongst  a 
Celtic  People,  it  will  not  perhaps  be  deemed  an  unpardonable 
innovation  to  have  written  Words  to  Music  regardless  ot  Rhyme > 
except  when  the  ear  seemed  absolutely  to  demand  it: — parti¬ 
cularly  as  the  true  expression  of  the  notes  is  of  much  more 
importance  than  the  mere  jingle  of  the  syllables  in  any  such 
composition. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA 


PoPio,. ...  (a  Roman  Pro-Consul  of  Gaul ) . . . . 


Flavius, . .  (a  Centurion) .  • , 

Orovcso,-. . ( the  Arch-Druid) 


Norma,  (a  Druidess ), 

Adalgisa,  . . c  •  • 

Clotilda,  .......... 


Mr.  W.  HARRISON,  * 

Mr.  CLEMENT  WHITE, 

Mr.  LEFFLER, 

Miss  ADELAIDE  KEMBLE, 
Miss  RAINFORTH, 

Miss  GRANT, 


Children, 


Miss  A.  PAYNE  and  Master  FOSTER. 


NORMA 


ACT  2. 

SCENE  I— A  DRUIDICAL  GROVE. 

A  large  Oak  in  the  centre ,  under  which  is  a  Cromlech  or 
Druidical  Altar . — JYight . — Enter  in  Procession ,  Gallic  Sol¬ 
diery ,  Druids ,  Bards,  fyc.,  and  Oroveso,  the  Arch-Druid . 


Oroveso. 

Come  to  the  mountains  away!  away!  There  ’neath  the 
vaulted  heavens  watch  'till  the  young  moon  smilingly  unveils 
her  radiant  crescent,  then,  while  in  virgin  splendor  over  earth 
and  sky  she  is  reigning,  to  cull  the  sacred  mistletoe,  haste  at  the 
signal’s  sound. 

Chorus. 

Will  not  the  mighty  prophetess,  Norma,  be  here  ? 

Oroveso. 

Yea  ! — Norma  will  sure  be  here. 

Chorus. 

From  her  prophetic  lips  how  long  must  we  await  the  glad 
command,  vengeance  to  wreak  on  ruthless  Rome !  Slaves 
must  we  die  despairing  {  or  shall  the  sword  of  liberty  shiver 
our  shameful  yoke ! 

Ohoveso. 

Soon,  of  our  gods,  the  awful  voice  round  yonder  ancient  rocks 
shall  roll, — soon  shall  the  mighty  Dragon  King  scatter  the 
Roman  eagles. 

Chorus. 

Soon  shall  the  brazen  buckler’s  clang  break  this  degrading 
silence,  and  in  proud  Caesar’s  capitol  like  fated  thunder  sound. 

Rise,  queen  of  night !  Thou  virgin  moon !  Maid  of  the 
silver  locks !  arise !  arise ! 

[  Exeunt  Druids ,  Oroveso,  and  Soldiery ,  in  procession . 
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Enter  Pollio  and  Flavius. 

Pollio. 

They  have  departed! — now  ’mid  these  gloomy  forests  safe  wd 
may  wander — 

Flavius. 

Death  lurks  in  every  thicket— so  Norma  warned  thee ! 

Pollio. 

Oh !  The  name  of  Norma  fills  me  with  horror ! 

Flavius. 

How! — of  thy  wife! — the  name  of  thy  devoted,  loving 
Norma  ? — 

Pollio. 

Desist,  I  pray  thee!  Thy  words  are  daggers!  Oh  my 
crime  is  hideous!  Yet  can  I  not  extinguish  the  flame  that 
caused  it !  I  cannot  conquer  my  passion — though  ruined  be 
its  victim!  I  know  the  peril — and  know  how  justly  vengeance 
would  fall  upon  me. 

Flavius. 

Hast  thou  deserted  her  ? 


Pollio. 

Oh,  my  good  Flavius !— another  queen — Adalgisa  reigns  in 
this  bosom,  so  long  the  throne  of  Norma !  she  is  fairer  than  light ! 
— the  pride  of  the  Temple  !  in  beauty  outshining  all  her  com¬ 
panions,  as  the  moon  rising  yonder  doth  each  star  around  her ! 

Flavius. 

Too  fatal  beauty  !  And  doth  she  return  thy  passion  ? 

Pollio. 

I  hope — yet  fear ! 

Flavius. 

And  should  this  be  told  the  injured  Norma ! 

Pollio. 

The  thought  is  distraction !  It  haunts  my  couch  !  I  feel 
her  wrath  pursues  me  in  slumber — 

Flavius. 

In  slumber  % 

Pollio. 

List !  I  will  tell  thee  my  vision  ! 


NORMA, 
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AIR. 

PoLLIO. 

With  Adalgisa  joyfully* 

Sought  I  the  bridal  bower ; 

Venus*  methought*  propitiously 
Smiled  on  our  nuptial  hour. 

Hymns  hymeneal*  echoing* 

Incense  in  clouds  ascending; 

All  happy  signs  portending 
A  future  bright  and  fair ; 

When  lo  !  a  sudden  darkness 
Gather’d  (ike  night  around  us — 

Through  it*  a  robe  Druidical 
Dimly  was  seen  arising ; 

Into  a  dreary  sepulchre 

The  Temple  seem’d  transforming  ! 

Mute  and  aghast  with  horror 
Stood  I*  a  statue  there — 

No  more  in  bridal  loveliness 
Moved  that  dear  maid  beside  me ; 

Shrieks  rose  of  mortal  agony  ; 

Demons  with  fury  ey’d  me ; 

Horrible  forms  encircled  me ; 

Yelling  in  fearful  chorus  : 

“Norma  is  come  for  vengeance ! 

Despair  !  despair !  despair  ! 

[The  sacred  bronze  is  sounded  thrice  within. 
Flavius. 

Hearest  thou!  For  the  Druids1  sacrifice!  Norma*  the 
signal  soundeth. 

Chorus  ( within) 

See !  where  the  crescent  moon  appears.  Hence*  ye  profane  ! 
Avoid  ye ! 

Flavius,. 

Hearest  thou? 

PoLLIO. 

Unhand  me ! 

Flavius. 

Danger  threatens ! 

Pollio. 

Urge  me  not ! 

Flavius. 

Away  ! 


NORMA. 


1  disdain  to  fly. 

Nay — thou  shalt  hence ; 


Pollio. 

Flavhjs. 

discovered  here— we  die  ! 


POLLIO. 

Here,  for  some  foul  conspiracy,  the  traitors  are  assembling ! 


Flavius. 

No  more,  but  away ! 

Pollio, 

Mighty  Mars  alone  invoking. 

Upon  my  sword  relying, 

To  the  strife  my  foes  provoking. 

My  love — my  crime — at  once  be  known. 

Adalgisa  boldly  claiming. 

All  the  gods  of  Gaul  defying; 

Soon  their  forests  shall  be  flaming  ! 

Soon  their  altars  overthrown  ! 

[Exeunt  Pollio  and  Flavius. 

Re-enter  Qroveso,  Druids ,  8fc. 

Chorus. 

Norma  cometh.  Her  wild-flowing  tresses 
With  the  oak's  sacred  leaves  are  encircled  ; 

In  her  hand  is  the  glittering  sickle — 

Mystic  type  of  the  young-horned  moon  ! 

Norma  cometh  !  The  star  of  the  Roman 
Shall  decline  in  the  blaze  of  our  fury ; 

Soon  in  blood  shall  its  rays  be  extinguished ! 

Welcome  !  welcome  the  signal  of  war ! 

Enter  Norma. 

What  seditious  voices  clamour  for  battle,  and  dare  to  rise  in 
discord  near  the  Altar  of  Esus  ?*  Is  there  a  warrior  who  pre, 
sumes  to  question  the  inspired  will  of  Norma ! — or,  of  Rome 
who  can  reveal  the  fatal  sepret  ?  Rome  shall  not  perish  by  the 
hand  of  Mortal ! 

Oroveso. 

Say  then  how  long  we  must  endure  the  yoke  of  our  oppressors. 
Flow'  long  our  sacred  groves  shall  be  polluted  by  their  accursed 
eagles?  The  sword  of  Brennus  is  reddening  for  shame  to  he 
thus  idle. 


*  The  name  of  Esus,  or  Hesus,  the  Gaulish  Mars,  has  been  substituted  for 
that  of  Irminsul,  the  latter  being  the  appellation  of  a  Saxon  Deity,  whose  cele¬ 
brated  Idol,  at  Eresberg  was  destroyed  by  Charlemagne,  a.d.  772.  Irminsul 
never  was  an  object  of  Gaulish  or  Druidical  Worship. 
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Chorus. 

Let  their  blood  die  it  redder  ! 

Norma. 

It  shall  be  shiver’d !— in  fragments  fall— should  any  dare  to 
wield  it  ere  the  moment  appointed  !  The  day  of  vengeance  is 
for  us  not  yet  dawning.  The  Roman  lances  are  yet  too  sharp 
and  deadly.  Vain  were  your  bucklers,  ye  dark  Sicambri ! 

Oroveso  and  Chorus. 

Reveal  then  Fate’s  decree,  speak  it— O  Norma  J 
Norma. 

There,  on  the  vault  of  Heaven  the  sentence  is  written— Lo !  on 
its  darkest  pages  Rome’s  mighty  name  appeareth — to  ruin  devoted. 
Soon  her  fall  shall  ye  mark !— but  self-destroyed.  Her  crimes 
alone  shall  crush  her — her  guilt  consume  her.  Wait  then  ye 
warriors,  wait,  the  fated  hour,  which  crowns  the  destined  labour ! 
bilence,  I  charge  ye,  while  the  sacred  branches  I  sever. 

[SAe  gathers  the  mistletoe  which  the  Priestesses  receive  m 
imcker  baskets  ;  then  advancing ,  she  raises  her  arms  as 
in  prayer  towards  the  moon ,  the  light  of  which  now  il¬ 
lumines  the  scene.] 

PRAYER: 

Norma  and  Priestesses. 

Gentle  goddess,  whose  bright  shower 
Silvers  o’er  our  sacred  bower; 

Come  in  all  thy  placid  power. 

Throned  upon  thy  crescent  high; 

Man,  thus  idly  Fate  accusing, 

Leading  back  to  holy  musing. 

Over  earth,  that  calm  diffusing. 

Which  thou  spreadest  through  the  sky. 

Norma. 

The  riles  are  ended  ! — to  your  dwellings!  In  these  shades 
let  none  dare  linger!  When  the  gloomy  god  shall  call  me,  for 
Roman  slaughter  the  hour  appointing,  the  brazen  shield  in  thun¬ 
der  loud  shall  sound! 

Chorus. 

Oh,  for  that  glorious  sound  our  souls  are  thirsting! 

To  our  vengeance,  O  give  the  strangers ! 

Their  proud  Consul  first  shall  bite  the  dust ! 

Norma. 

He  shall  fall — I  can  destroy  him  ! 

( aside.  J  Destroy  him  ! — I  love  him  still ! 
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To  Norma’s  arms  returning 
With  love  as  fondly  burning ; 

Oh  come,  and  danger  spurning 
Til  shield  thee  from  each  foe ! 

Thy  faith  thus  redeeming. 

Thine  eyes  with  love  still  beaming. 

My  heart  with  rapture  teeming, 

No  other  wish  shall  know ! 

Chorus. 

O-  when,  thou  bossy  buckler,  shall  vengeance  hear  thy  call ! 
How  long,  O  sword  of  Brennus,  wilt  hang  idly  on  the  wall  ! 

[ Exeunt  Omnes. 


Scene  IL— ANOTHER  PART  of  the  GROVE. 

Enter  Adalgisa. 

Adalgisa. 

These  sacred  shades  are  free  from  all  intruders;  here,  unseen, 
my  tears  may  be  flowing!  Here,  on  this  very  spot,  where  first 
I  beheld  that  fatal  stranger,  for  whose  love  I  have  braved  the 
anger  of  Heaven  !  Ah !  in  vain  do  I  struggle  !  Some  mighty 
power  impels  my  footsteps  hither  !  Resist  I  cannot !  His  manly 
form  is  still  before  me ;  and  to  my  longing  ear  the  night  breeze 
seems  to  waft  his  voice  !  O  protect  me,  mighty  Esus  !  Assist 
me,  or  I  am  lost  I  Great  spirit,  thy  servant  pardon— pity  and 
spare  I 

Enter  Pollio. 

Pollio. 

Ha!  ’tis  she  !  alone  and  weeping.  Now,  fate,  befriend  me  ! 

Adalgisa. 

Ah!  Pollio! 

Pollio. 

Kind  fortune  !  Why  weeps  my  love  ? 

Adalgisa. 

Release  me  !  and  leave  me  quickly ;  here,  if  discovered,  they 
will  destroy  thee! 

Pollio. 

Fear  not,  my  darling  —  why  thus  shun  thy  lover’s  arms? 
Where  art  thou  flying? 

Adalgisa. 

To  his  temple,  of  whose  altars  I  am  svrorn  the  servant 

Pollio. 

How  say’st  thou ! — and  my  fond  love — 

Adalgisa. 

Must  be  forgotten  ! 


NORMA. 
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DUET. 

PoLLIO. 

Go,  unkind  one  1  Thy  demon  offer 

All  the  blood  that  in  this  hapless  heart  is  glowing ! 

To  thine  idol  I  freely  proffer 

Every  drop — aye,  every  drop  within  it  flowing. 

For,  with  life  alone  I  leave  thee. 

His  victim  let  me  be ; 

Since  to  break  his  chain  would  grieve  thee. 

By  death  oh  set  me  free  ! 

Adalgisa. 

Oh,  unkind  one !  Is  this  my  guerdon 

For  all  the  pangs,  all  the  tears  which  thou  hast  cost  me? 
Is  this  my  payment  for  sorrow’s  burden — 

Borne  in  lieu  of  the  light  heart  which  love  hast  lost  me  I 

Ere  I  knew  thee — cheerful  straying 
These  shady  vallies  through. 

Mighty  Esus’  laws  obeying. 

No  other  care  I  knew. 

PoLLIO. 

Kinder,  gentler,  Gods  invite  thee — 

Love  and  Freedom  reign  in  Rome ! 

Adalgisa. 

Do  not  urge  me. 

Pollio. 

Hymen  shall  light  thee. 

Adalgisa. 

Hence  to  thy  home ! 

Pollio. 

Without  thee,  never ! 

Nought  but  death  our  ties  shall  sever  1 
On  thy  lips  depends  my  doom ! 

Adalgisa. 

Peace,  I  pray  thee — we  must  sever. 

Pollio. 

Oh,  never  —  never ! 

Thou’it  mine  for  ever ! 

With  to-morrow’s  dawn  we  fly ! 

Adalgisa. 

Leave  me — leave  me  ! 
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POLUO 

Let  thy  lips  then  but  “yes”  reply  I 

Adalgisa. 

How  ! — to  morrow  ? 

Aid  me,  gods,  or  I  am  lost  1 

Pollio. 

Can’st  thou,  unmoved,  behold  my  sorrow. 

See  my  soul  thus  tempest  tost? 

Adalgisa !  Adalgisa ! 

W1  sere  the  Tiber’s  golden  waters  stray. 

Every  pleasure — every  pleasure  pants  to  hail  thee 
And  the  Sun  of  Love  shall  smile  away 

All  the  fears — all  the  fears  that  now  assail  thee! 
Hymen’s  torch,  by  Cupid  lighted, 

'Guides  our  footsteps  to  his  fane  ; 

At  his  altar  once  united, 

Death  alone  can  rend  the  chain. 

Adalgisa. 

O’er  my  heart  liis  silver  accents  steal ; 

All  my  love — all  my  love  again  awaking— 
In  its  deepest  core  their  charm  I  feel ; 

Each  resolve — each  resolve  of  duty  shaking. 
Mighty  Spirit !  oh  defend  me 
From  the  magic  of  that  strain ! 

Thy  divine  assistance  lend  me — 

For  mortal  might  but  strives  in  vain ! 

Polliq. 

Have  pity 

Adalgisa. 

Oh,  my  heart ! 

Pollio. 

With  the  dawn  my  troops  depart. 

Adalgisa. 

Oh  spare  me  ! 

Pollio. 

These  gloomy  forests  flying — 

Adalgisa. 

The  land  where  I  was  bom  ! 

Pollio. 

The  cruel  gods  defying — • 
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Adalgisa. 

Whose  servant  I  am  sworn  ! 

Pollio. 

Adalgisa ! 

„  Adalgisa. 

The  furies  tear  me  ! 

See — what  fierce  emotions  shake  me  ! 

Pollio. 

Adalgisa!  wilt  thou  forsake  me? 

Adalgisa. 

No !  ah  no,  I  cannot.  Thy  fate  henceforth  [  share. 
Pollio. 

Blessed  hearing  !  Then  for  flight  prepare 
At  dawn — 

Adalgisa. 

Thou  hast  my  promise — 


Pollio. 

Adalgisa. 

By  yon  bright  crescent,  I  w  ill  share 


Swear  it. 
it. 


Pollio. 

Then  love  has  triumph’d ! 


Both, 

On  earth  below  !  in  Heav’n  above  ! 

The  lord  of  all  is  love  !  [ Exeunt . 


SCENE  III.— INTERIOR  OF  NORMA’S 
DWELLING. 

Enter  Norma  and  Clotilda,  with  Two  Children . 

RECIT. 

Norma. 

Take  them  and  guard  them  safely ;  strange  fears  assail  me 
nowr,  whilst  I  embrace  them  ! 


Clotilda. 

What  fearful  passion  shakes  thus  thy  frame?  Why  banish 
thus  thy  children  ? 

c 
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Norma. 

My  soul  is  dark  within  me*  fate  works  some  evil!  Osgood 
Clotilda — great  Caesar’s  mandate  recalls  his  Consul. 

Clotilda. 

And  goest  thou  with  him  ? 

Norma. 

He  hides  that  secret  from  me  I  Ah!  Should  he  mean  to  fly 
me,  and  here  to  leave  me,  could  he  desert  his  children  ? — our 
poor  children  1 

Clotilda. 

And  dost  thou  think  it  ? 

Norma. 

I  dare  not !  Tt  is  too  distracting  !  There  is  madness  in  the 
fear.  But  who  approaches  ?  Hence  !  Conceal  them. 

[ Exit  Clotilda,  with  the  Children. 
E .  r  Adalgisa. 

Adalgisa  f 

Adalgisa  ( aside,  j 
Gods  give  me  courage ! 

Norma. 

What  would’st  thou,  O  youthful  maiden  ?  Approach  me — 
nay,  wherefore  tremble  ?  I  hear  with  wonder  that  some  great 
secret  labours  in  thy  bosom. 

Adalgisa. 

’Tis  so — but,  ah  !  I  fear— piercing  are  mighty  Norma’s  eyes 
— her  glances  read  the  heart !  Avert  or  veil  them,  that  I  may 
freely  own  my  crime  and  my  contrition. 

Norma. 

Embrace  me — take  courage.  What  afflicts  thee  ? 

Adalgisa. 

’Tis  love  !  Oh,  forgive  me !  Long  against  its  power  have  I 
striven — but  striven  vainly  !  My  heart  is  almost  broken  !  — 
pity  and  aid  me.  Thy  servant  hath  from  the  Temple  madly 
sworn  to  fly  !  Abjure  her  faith — and  to  her  home  and  nation  be 
ever  more  a  stranger. 

Norma, 

Unhappy  virgin !  Dark  is  thy  life’s  young  morning,  O,  thou 
pale  blossom  of  beauty  !  But  tell  me,  O  maiden,  how  did  this 
flame  arise  ? 

Adalgisa. 

From  one  kind  look — one  tender  sigh* — in  the  sacred  grove 
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at  the  foot  of  the  altar — while  in  prayer  to  Esus— I  saw  him  ! 
and  love  subdued  me !  No  more  could  I  pray.  In  his  fond 
eyes  I  saw  another  Heaven— and  in  his  form  another  God  ap 
peared  to  stand  before  me ! 

DUET. 

Norma,  (aside) 

Fatal  remembrance !  E’en  so  was  I  enchanted 
By  Pollio’s  magic  glance. 

Adalgisa, 

1 1  i  Norma  heeds  me  not. 

Norma. 

Speak,  girl ;  I  hear  thee. 

Adalgisa. 

Alone — in  yonder  grove  to  meet  him. 

Blushing— his  pray’r  I  granted ; 

Thither  at  twilight  stealing. 

How  my  heart  with  passion  panted. 

Norma,  ( aside ) 

So  my  heart  burned  for  him ; 

Oh,  cruel  memory ! 

*Twas  thus  that  he  ensnared  me! 

Adalgisa. 

Fondly  before  me  kneeling— 

One  word  of  hope  requesting ; 

Tears  e’en  his  truth  attesting — 

How  could  I  coldness  feign  ? 

How  could  I  sport  unfeeling 
With  so  gentle  a  lover’s  pain  ? 

Norma,  ( aside ) 

Too  sweet  illusion  !  Methinks  I  see  again 
My  lover,  kneeling, 

With  tears  and  sighs  protesting! 

Adalgisa. 

Melting,  his  voice,  as  the  harp. 

Swept  by  the  wings  of  morning ! 

Lovely,  his  smile  ,as  the  sun. 

When  first  the  hills  adorning! 

Far  from  their  magic  to  fly, 

Vainly  do  I  endeavour ; 

Pity  me,  Norma,  $nd  aid. 

Or  I  am  lost  for  ever ! 
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Oh,  from  myself  now  save  me  — 

Save  me  from  my  weak  and  treacherous  heart ! 

Norma,  (aside) 

Alike,  our  error!  I  will  have  mercy,  (aloud)  Weep  not, 
poor  maiden — 

Thou  art  not  bound  by  awful  vow. 

Thy  fault  may  be  forgiv’n. 

The  pow’r  is  mine — I  use  it  now — 

And  with  this  kiss  upon  thy  brow, 

I  make  thee  free  to  take  the  vow 
Or  leave  it  still  unspoken. 

To  love,  is  yet  no  crime  in  thee — 

Depart — and  happy  be ! 


Adalgisa. 

Again,  again,  that  truth  declare, 

O  j  oy,  almost  too  great  to  bear ! 

The  frightful  spell  of  dark  despair 
Those  lips  divine  have  broken  ! 

O  love  !  without  a  crime,  to  thee 
I  now  may  faithful  be. 

Norma. 

But  say  !  what  is  thy  lover’s  name — 
Is  he  some  Chief  of  fame  ? 


Adalgisa. 

Yes.  But  to  Gaul  a  foeman — 

Rome  is  his  country. 

Norma. 

A  Roman  ! 

His  name  !  Quick,  tell  me ! 


( Pollio  appears  at  the  back  of  the  Scene  j. 

Adalgisa. 

Behold  him ! 

Norma. 

Pollio  !  ’tis  he  ! 

Adalgisa. 

What  moves  thee  ? 

Norma. 

Not  he  !  Not  he  !  deny  it !  Say  thou  hast  mocked  me. 
Adalgisa. 

Ah,  no. 

Pollio. 

Unhappy  girl !— what  say’st  thou  ? 


NORMA. 
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Adalgisa. 

i? 

Norma  to  Pollio. 

Dost  thou  tremble — and  for  whom?  Oh!  Fear  not  for  her, 
thou  traitor !  She,  poor  maid,  is  innocent !  Thou — thou  alone 
art  guiltv  !  Tremble,  perfidious  wretch  !  nor  for  thyself  alone  — 
but  for  thy  children — tremble  for  them — and  oh!  forme — thy 
wife! 

Adalgisa. 

Oh  heavens!  Her  husband  !  Traitor!  away! — Oh  Pollio 

TERZETTO. 

Norma  to  Adalgisa. 

Oh,  and  for  whom — so  fair ! — so  young! 

Art  thou  poor  victim  weeping  ? 

Ere  thou  hadst  heard  his  guileful  tongue. 

Wish  thou  hadst  in  thy  grave  been  sleeping! 

Flow,  must  those  tears  of  misery. 

Whilst  thou  hast  life  and  feeling — 

Death  only  heart-wounds  healing. 

When  deep  as  thine  must  be! 

Adalgisa. 

What  fearful  light  thy  words  have  flung 
On  thoughts  in  darkness  sleeping ; 

All  would  I  know — yet  fear  thy  tongue 
Will  on  my  brain  too  much  be  heaping! 

Under  its  weight  of  misery. 

E’en  now  5tis  almost  reeling ; 

Oh,  from  this  dreadful  feeling, 

Come  death  and  set  me  free! 

Pollio  to  Norma. 

Norma !  howe’er  thy  soul  be  stung. 

Spare  her,  before  thee  weeping — 

Mark  how  her  guiltless  heart  is  wrung — 

Wouldst  thou  more  woes  on  her  be  heaping? 

Add  not  unto  her  misery 
By  thine  own  shame  revealing — 

Trust  to  the  gods  for  dealing 
Vengeance  on  me — and  thee! 

Norma. 

Thou  lov’st  her  then  % 

Pollio. 

Thou  hearest— ■ - 
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norma. 


Torture ! 


Norma. 


POLLIO  tO  ADALGISA. 
Why  tremble,  dearest  ? 


Adalgisa. 

Unhand  me!  hence — away — 

Wedded  thou  art  to  Norma! 

Pollto. 

No— from  my  heart  no  pow’r  shall  tear  thee— 
Thine ! — I  am  thine  —and  only  thine  » 

Far — far  from  hence  these  arms  shall  bear  thee 
Thy  fate  hath  sealed  thee  mine. 


Norma. 

Enough  !  Fulfill  it,  and  leave  nie. 

Follow  him. 

Adalgisa. 

No,  no!— forsake  me  not — here  let  me  die. 

Norma  and  Adalgisa. 
Hence !  away !  —thy  victims  leaving 
In  despair  through  life  to  languish! 

But  ^  |  curse  to  thee  still  cleaving, 

Shall  fill  thy  heart  with  anguish. 

Over  mountain — over  wave — - 
Of  all  joy  thy  paths  bereaving, 

’Till,  from  death,  tliou  shalt  vainly  crave 
The  rest  denied  a  traitor's  grave. 

Pollio  to  Norma. 

Rage  thou  may’st! — with  curses  grieving 
Heav’n  and  Earth  in  idle  anguish ! 
Whilst  with  life  this  form  is  heaving — 

Still  for  her  my  soul  will  languish  ! 

Why  for  fiercer  torments  rave  1 
•  See  the  pangs  this  bosom  cleaving  ! 
Adalgisa  !  Still,  thy  slave 

For  thy  sake  the  world  will  brave  ! 


[to  Pollio, 
lo  Adalgisa* 


[to  Pollia* 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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JLOT  IS. 

SCENE)  L— INTERIOR  OF  NORMA’S 
DWELLING. 

On  one  side  a  Couch ,  on  which  Norma  s  two  Children  are  seen 
asleep  ;  on  the  other,  a  rudely -fashioned  table . 


Enter  Norma,  a  lamp  in  one  hand ,  and  a  dagger  in  the  other . 

RECIT. 


Norma. 

Now,  while  they  slumber!  —  so,  the  hand  that  strikes  them 
they  will  not  see !  Courage  !  Now  !  Ah  !  my  limbs  refuse  their 
office — my  brain  is  dizzy  —  and  horror  shakes  my  very  soul. 
Murder  my  children ! — slay  my  own  sweet  darlings! — they  who 
have  been  all  my  delight — all  my  consolation,  amidst  the  deep 
remorse  and  anguish  that  assail  me — and  shall  I  shed  their  blood  ? 
How  are  they  guilty  ?  They  are  his  children !  that  thought 
condemns  them  !  Yes,  I  will  tear  their  image  from  out  my 
bosom,  and  be  there  never  grief  to  equal  his !  Now,  then, 
(about  to  strike) — Ah!  no — they  are  my  children!  Ho!  there  t 
Clotilda  ! 


Enter  Clotilda. 
Hasten  !  Fly  and  seek  Adalgisa. 


CLOTILDA. 

Yonder  she  kneeleth — wearyingHeaven  with  prayers  and  tears 
Norma. 

Go! — (Exit  Clotilda .)  Atonement  first  making — be  it 
mine — to  perish. 

Enter  Adalgisa. 

Adalgisa. 

What  would'sf  thou,  Norma  l — What  a  fearful  paleness  Covers 
thy  cheek. 

Norma. 

Death’s  hand  is  on  me !  Here,  all  my  shame  to  thee  re¬ 
vealing! — Now,  in  my  turn,  behold  me  kneeling  to  my  rival ! 
If  compassion  dwelleth  in  thy  heart — swear  to  grant  the  boon  I 
ask  thee. 


Adalgisa. 

O,  give  me  but  to  know  it. 
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NORMA* 


Norma. 

But  swear,  then  !— 

Adalgisa. 

I  swear  it ! 

Norma. 

Hear  me.  To  rid  our  temples  of  one  whose  crime  hath 
so  profaned  them,  I  have  resolved — yet  I  feel  I  cannot — 
( Showing  the  children  J — take  them  with  me. — Do  thou  protect 
them. 

Adalgisa. 

Thy  children !  to  me  confided  ? 

Norma. 

In  the  foe’s  encampment  seek  with  them  the  Roman  whose 
name  I  dare  not  utter.  * 

Adalgisa.  t,  „  . 

A  dreadful  duty !  °  '  J 

Norma. 

May  he  more  kindly  treat  thee.  I  pardon  him  and  die. 
Adalgisa. 

No  !  Never!  -  ^  s) 

i , . . 

Norma. 

Ah,  for  his  children — for  his  children  I  implore  thee  ! 

For  the  sake  of  these,  I  pray  thee. 

As  thine  own,  let  them  obey  thee. 

Not  for  riches — not  for  splendor — 

Rank  and  wealth  to  thine  I  render ; 

All  I  ask  thy  love  to  yield  them, 

Is  from  want  and  shame  to  shield  them. 

Oh,  remember,  for  thy  beauty, 

Their  poor  mother  was  betray'd ; 

Then  to  cheer  them  be  thy  duty. 

In  the  grave  when  she  is  laid. 

Adalgisa. 

Norma  !  Rise !  I,  may  not  hear  thee 
Such  resolve  despairing  make ; 

Let  thy  darlings  remain  to  cheer  thee — 

I,  these  woods  will  ne'er  forsake. 

Norma. 


Thou  hast  sworn  it. 


NORMA. 
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Adalgisa. 

Ah — in  turn  for  these,  I  pray  thee 
Let  a  mother’s  feelings  sway  thee  ; 
To  the  Roman  camp  then  speeding, 
I,  for  thee,  to  Pollio  pleading. 

In  his  truant  heart  will  waken 
Pity  for  his  bride  forsaken ; 

Leading  back  to  love  and  duty. 

Thy  repentant  lord  again, 

Norma’s  fondness,  truth  and  beauty. 
Shall  re-link  the  broken  chain  ! 


Norma. 

Sue !  For  pity — to  him — never ! — Ah,  no  \ 

Adalgisa. 

Norma !  Thy  children ! 

Norma. 

Hence — take  them  with  thee— leave  me — go ! 

Adalgisa. 

Ah!  do  not  force  me — behold  !  ( Fetching  the  children.  J 

Cruel  Norma !  For  pity,  kneeling 
At  thy  feet  behold  thy  children  fair; 

To  a  mother’s  fond  heart  appealing, 

Canst  thou  hear  unmoved  their  fervent  pray'r ! 

Norma. 

Wherefore,  maiden,  attempt  to  turn  me 
From  a  deed  that  ends  each  mortal  care ! 

Would’st  thou  cause  him  again  to  spurn  me! 

Bid  him  mock,  again,  my  wild  despair  ? 

Adalgisa. 

Never!  he  will  not! 


Norma. 

He’s  thine — he  loves  thee ! 

Adalgisa. 


’Twas  but  a  dream  ! 
And  thou  ? — 


Norma. 


Adalgisa. 

For  Pollio,  henceforth  my  heart,  friendship  can  feel  alone 


Norma. 

Too  generous  maiden,  and  would’st  thou — 

D 
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Adaugisa. 

Joy  to  thy  troubled  breast  restore,  or  else  with  thee,  poof 
mourner,  dwell,  unseen  by  mortal  more  I 

Norma. 

Yes,  thou  hast  conquered — thy  words  prevail !  Come,  d&ugh- 
er,  to  these  arms ! 

Together. 

Yes,  we  together  will  live — will  die  I 
One  common  grief  our  souls  uniting. 

Far  from  the  ken  of  mortal  eye ; 

No  jealous  breath  our  friendship  blighting  l 
Calmly  the  hour  attending, 

Which  bids  the  weary  rest ; 

Gladly  our  journey  ending, 

Clasped  to  each  other’s  breast.  [ Exeunt . 


SCENE  II.— A  ROMANTIC  LANDSCAPE. 

Enter  Gaulish  Chiefs ,  Druids ,  Bards ,  8fc. 

RECIT. 

First  Chorus. 

Hath  he  march’d  ? 

Second  Chorus. 

No,  still  his  ensigns  are  glittering  yonder — the  tramp  of 
soldiers  and  the  clang  of  arms  we  hear ;  in  camp  still  he  lingers. 

First  Chorus. 

Let  not  impatience  mar  our  treasured  hope  of  vengeance  — 
still  in  silence  wait  the  signal,  liberation  to  achieve ! 

( Enter  Oroveso.) 

Oroveso. 

Brave  warriors,  I  hoped  to  bring  ye  far  better  tidings  :  but 
the  fates  are  adverse.  The  flame  must  still  lie  smouldering 
within  your  patriot  bosoms  !  Still  must  we  endure  the  yoke  of 
Caesar! 

Chorus. 

Flow  then  !  must  these,  our  forests,  by  the  hated  Pro-Consul 
and  his  legions  be  still  profaned? 


NORMA. 
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Oroveso. 

A  leader,  yet  more  cruel  than  e’en  the  accursed  Pollio,  with 
morning  will  be  here. 

Chorus. 

Doth  Norma  know— and  gives  she  yet  no  hope  of  war? 
Oroveso. 

She  will  not  answer !  She  holds  an  awful  silence. 

Chorus, 

What  then  remaineth  ? 

Oroveso. 

The  will  of  the  Gods  obeying,  we  must  tarry,  nor  by  our 
presumption  forfeit  their  divine  assistance! 

Chorus. 

O  cruel  fortune ! 

Oroveso. 

’Tis  hard  to  bear! — I  grant  yej 

Sun  of  freedom! — so  long  o’er-clouded! 

Shall  we  never,  never  more  behold  thee  shining ! 

By  yon  eagle’s  dark  pinions  shrouded. 

Must  we  ever  for  thy  lovely  light  be  pining  ? 

Chorus. 

With  our  oppressors  awhile  dissemble — 

3Tis  with  rage — not  fear,  we  tremble. 

Oroveso. 

Still  for  vengeance  fondly  thirsting, 

When  shall  Gaul,  her  strength  essaying. 

Like  a  torrent — all  bondage  bursting— 

Fall  in  thunder  on  the  foe  ? 

Chorus% 

Woe  to  Rome,  when.  Fate  obeying. 

Time  shall  bid  that  torrent  flow. 

Oroveso. 

Caution! — let  no  sound  the  waves  betray, 

Rising  around  their  destined  prey 


[. Exeunt  Omnes. 
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SCENE  III.— DRUID IC A L  TEMPLE. 

The  Stone  of  Sacrifice  in  the  centre :  against  it  a  Brazen 
Shield  is  suspended. 

Enter  Norma. 

Norma. 

He  will  return— yes — Nature’s  voice,  awaken’d  by  Adalgisa, 
soon  will  lead  my  love  repenting  to  the  bosom  of  his  Norma. 
O,  that  blessed  moment  will  banish  all  remembrance  of  past 
despair  and  anguish.  The  future  smileth  as  in  the  days  when 
Love  first  dawn’d  on  life’s  young  morning.  Clotilda  ! — 

Enter  Clotilda, 

Clotilda. 

Oh  Norma,  Hope  is  no  more ! 


Norma, 

What  mean’st  thou  ? 

Clotilda, 

Alas  1 


Norma 

What  tidings  ? 

Clotilda. 

In  vain  Adalgisa  wept  and  pray’d. 

Norma. 

Oh,  fool,  to  trust  her— to  let  her  go  in  all  her  beauty  to  kneel 
before  him — or,  hath  she  deceived  me  ?  and  with  him  flying— 

Clotilda. 

She  returns  to  the  Temple.  Pale  and  weeping,  there,  at  the 
altar  kneels  the  maid. 


Norma. 

And  he  1 

Clotilda. 

Hath  sworn  he  will  bear  her  thence — e’en  from  the  sacred 
circle 

Norma. 

Ha !  does  the  wretch  defy  me  ?  Let  him  dread  my  vengeance. 
With  Roman  blood,  our  Gallic  wolves  shall  soon  be  glutted! 

[Strikes  the  Shield  furiously . 

Chorus  (within ) 

Ilark!  the  brazen  buckler! 


NORMA. 
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Enter  Oroveso,  Druids,  Bards ,  Warriors ,  fyc.  hastily  from 

all  sides . 

Oroveso. 

Norma !  What  means  this  summons  ?  why  sounds  the  sacred 
shield?  what  are  its  awful  thunders  proclaiming? 

Norma* 

War!  Carnage!  Extirpation! 

Oroveso  and  Chorus. 

And  yet  60  lately  thy  command  was  peace  and  submission. 
Norma. 

The  hour  is  come !  up  with  the  sword  and  the  spear !  awake 
the  song  of  battle,  ye  sons  of  Brennus! 

WAR  SONG. 

Vengeance,  vengeance!  from  wood  and  from  valley, 

Brave  Sicambri,  reply  to  the  call; 

Vengeance,  vengeance  !  arise  ye,  and  rally 
Round  your  standards,  ye  children  of  Gaul ! 

Hasten, hasten,  and  chase  the  proud  eagle — 

Bleeding,  screaming — to  Rome’s  very  wall! 

Sword  of  Brennus — as  corn  ’neath  the  sickle — ■ 

Fast  before  thee  her  legions  shall  fall! 

Oroveso. 

For  sacrifice,  O  Norma,  is  the  victim  prepared  ? 

Norma. 

Aye,  my  dear  father !  ne’er  yet  did  our  dread  altar  a  ready 
victim  lack.  But  why  that  tumult  ?  [Noise  within. 

Enter  Clotilda. 

Clotilda, 

A  Roman  chief  hath  enter’d  the  sacred  forest !  In  the  very 
temple  to  our  virgins  devoted,  he  was  discovered  ! 

Chorus. 

How ! — a  Roman  ! 

Norma,  ( aside J 
A  Roman!  O,  should  it  be — 

Oroveso. 

Go,  drag  him  hither. 

[  Exit  Guards ,  who  return  with  Pollio, 
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It  is — 

The  Pro-Consul } 


Norma. 

All. 


Norma, 

Now,  vengeance,  I  invoke  thee ! 

Oroveso. 

Thou  hated  foe  of  Gaul !  whose  feet  thus  madly  have  pro¬ 
faned  our  consecrated  soil,  for  thy  crime  shall  thy  blood  atone. 

Pollio. 

*Tis  forfeit — and  freely  let  it  flow. 

Norma. 

My  hand  should  shed  it.  Give  place  to  me. 


Pollio, 

Those  accents  ! — Norma  1 

Norma. 

Aye !  Norma ! 

Oroveso  and  Chorus, 

Plunge  thou  the  sacred  knife  deep  in  the  Roman’s  heart ! 


Norma, 

Thus,  I  strike ! 

Oroveso  and  Chorus, 

Thou  tremblest ! 

Norma. 

Ah,  no ;  I  cannot — 

Oroveso. 

How  now  ?  Why  falters  Norma  ? 


Norma. 

And  can  I  pity  feel  1 

Oroveso. 

Then  slay  him. 

Norma. 

Methinks  ’twere  best  to  question  the  captive  ere  he  dies ;  and 
from  his  answers  strive  to  learn  what  motive  prompted  him  to 
commit  the  crime  for  which  he  suffers.  Go ;  leave  me  with  him. 

Oroveso  and  Chorus. 

Would  she  spare  him  ? 

Pollio. 

I  tremble.  [. Exeunt  all  but  Norma  and  Pollio. 


NORMA. 


DUET. 


Norma  and  Pollio. 
Norma. 

In  my  pow’r  at  length  I  see  thee ; 

None  can  from  those  fetters  free  thee — 
None — but  Norma ! 

Pollio. 

And  she  dares  not ! 


Dares,  and  will  so. 


Norma 


Pollio. 


How  mean’s!  thou  ? 

Norma. 

Hear  me ! 

By  thy  gods,  and  by  thy  children, 

Swear  that  thou  wilt,  from  this  hour, 
Adalgisa  fly  for  ever ! 

From  the^e  altars  force  her,  never — 

And  thy  life — thy  life  I  give  thee  ! 

But  no  more — no  more  on  earth  we  meet — * 
Swear  it ! 


Pollio. 

No !  I  scorn  thine  offer. 

Norma. 

Swear  it !  Swear  it ! 

Pollio. 

I’d  rather  perish  ! 

Norma. 

Dost  thou  know  that  Norma’s  passion  passes  thine 


I  brave  thy  fury ! 

Dost  thou  know,  that  o’er 
This  sharp  dagger — 


Pollio. 

Norma. 
thy  children 

Pollio, 


Ye  gods  ! — my  children! 

Norma. 

Yes ;  e’en  Heaven  had  ceased  to  aid  me — 
See  !  Oh,  see  the  wretch  thou’st  made  me ! 
I  relented — but  urge  me  no  further  ! 

My  soul  is  reckless,  yet ! 

Roman,  heed  me  ! — That  I’m  a  mother. 

In  my  frenzy  I  may  forget. 
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POLLIO. 

Cruel  woman!  Upon  their  lather 
Let  thy  vengeance  be  hurl’d  alone ! 
On  me  only  ! 

Norma. 


On  thee ! 


Pollio. 

Let  Pollio  be  thine  only  victim  ! 


Norma, 


Thou*  alone  ?  No. 

Ev’ry  Roman’s  blood  shall  mingle 
In  the  dear  and  full  libation, 
Adalgisa 

Pollio. 


Ah,  no  ! 

Norma, 

Yes,  thy  darling  shall  perish  ! 

Pollio. 


Spare — Oh,  spare  her ! 

Norma. 

None  that  e’er  thy  heart  did  cherish 
Shall  my  vengeful  wrath  evade! 

All  shall  die! 

Pollio. 

Ah,  for  mercy  I  beseech  thee — 

Spare — oh,  spare  that  guiltless  maid ! 


Norma. 

Ha!  thouprayest!  Perfidious!  Thou  art  tardy 
Through  her  heart  the  blow  shall  reach  thee! 
Yes,  through  her  heart  the  blow  shall  reach  thee  ! 
Even  now  I  gloat,  in  fancy, 

On  the  pangs  thy  soul  will  suffer. 

When  the  flames  to  which  I  doom  her 
Thou  shalt  mark  around  her  shine ! 

And  thy  traitor’s  heart  is  torn 
With  an  anguish  wild  as  mine  ! 


Pollio. 

Oh,  for  mercy  I  beseech  thee  ! 

Hath  all  pity  thy  breast  forsaken  ? 
Let  my  prayers  compassion  waken. 
And  my  blood  thy  vengeance  sate ! 
Wilt  thou  wantonly  thus  trample 
On  a  heart  so  crushed  as  mine  ? 

Give  me  the  dagger ! 


NORMA. 
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Norma. 

What  darest  thou  %  Back,  I  say  ! 

Pollio. 

The  dagger  !  The  dagger  ! 

Norma. 

Approach  ye,  Druids.  Round  the  altar  assemble  ! 

[Re-enter  Oroveso  and  Druids 

Sad  will  be  your  souls,  oh,  ye  servants  of  Esus!  A  Gaulish 
Priestess  for  this  vile  stranger  her  vestal  vow  hath  broken — re- 
nounced  her  nation,  and  spurned  her  nation’s  god! 

Chorus. 

Oh,  what  horror !  She  shall  die ! — denounce  the  offender  ! 
Norma, 

Yes ;  let  the  pile  be  lighted ! 

Pollio. 

Norma,  have  mercy.  Breathe  not  her  name  ! 


Reveal  it. 


Chorus. 


Norma. 

Then  hear  me. 

( Aside)  Ah,  can  I— r-can  I  accuse  her  of  a  crime  which  is  mine 


Chorus. 

Who  is  the  traitress'? 

Pollio. 

Ah,  name  her  not ! 

Norma. 

?Tis  Norma ! 

Chorus. 

How — Norma  ? 

Norma. 

I’ve  said  it — to  death  conduct  me! 

Chorus. 

Oh,  dread  confession! 

Pollio. 

My  heart  is  riven ! 

Chorus. 

Herself  accusing ! 

Pollio. 

I  ll  not  believe  her. 

E 
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norma. 


Norma. 

I  know  not  Falsehood. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  wretched  sire ! 

Norma  to  Pollio. 

The  heart  thou’st  slighted — 

The  heart  thou’st  blighted! 

This  hour  tremendous,  to  know,  shall  force  tliefe 
In  vain  thou’dst  fly  me — 

In  vain  deny  me — 

Remorseless  Roman !  Mine  must  thou  be  ! 

’Tis  Fate’s  deciding — 

Man’s  power  deriding — 

In  life  united — in  death — and  after  ! 

Thy  torments  sharing, 

On  earth  preparing, 

Beneath  it — ever — still — still  with  thee! 

Pollio. 

Is  this  the  vengeance  of  one  so  slighted — 

Of  one  whose  love  I  with  scorn  requited  % 

How  true  a  heart  I  have  wrong’d  and  blighted, 

In  this  sad  moment,  too  late  I  know. 

My  crime  repenting — thy  pardon  craving — 

Now,  more  than  ever,  I  feel  I  love  thee  ! 

No  more  we  sever — Ah,  do  not  scorn  me. 

Forgive  me,  Norma — to  death  I  go! 

Oroveso  and  Chorus, 

O,  quickly,  Norma — thy  words  recalling — 

Deny,  in  mercy,  the  crime  appalling  J — 

In  frenzy,  say,  from  thy  lips  are  falling, 

Those  fatal  accents — those  sounds  of  woe  ! 

Thine  aged  father,  in  pity  sparing 
This  cruel  anguish — this  mortal  blow  ! 

A  child’s  dishonour,  her  parent  sharing, 

With  shame  and  sorrow  to  the  grave  must  go. 

Chorus. 

O,  Norma,  hear  our  pray’r. 

Tearless  she  stands,  and  silent. 

Norma. 

Gods  !  And  my  children  ! 

Pollio. 

O,  misery  !  My  children  ! 


NORMA. 
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Norma. 

Think  on  our  children ! 

PoLLIO. 

Oh  !  anguish ! 

Oroveso. 

Can  we  believe  thee  guilty  'i 

Norma. 

Yes;  never  was*  mortal  more  guilty! 


Horror ! 


Oroveso. 

Norma. 


My  father ! 

Hence,  away ! 

Stay ;  thou  must  hear  me. 


Oroveso. 

Norma. 


What  would’st  thou  say  1 
Save  my  children. 

Thy  children  ! 


Oroveso. 

Norma. 

Oroveso. 

Norma. 


Betray  me  not.  Clotilda  will  bring  them  to  thee. 
Father,  oh,  save  them !  oh,  save  them  ! 

Protect  both  them  and  her  ! 


Oroveso. 

No,  never — no,  they  shall  die  ! 


Norma. 

Oh,  father,  hear  my  prayer — my  last  on  earth ! 


O  heavy  hour ! 


PoLLlO. 

Norma. 


They — they  at  least  are  innocent. 

Let  but  the  guilty  perish. 

Those  gentle  blossoms  cherish — 
They  will  thy  care  yet  repay  ! 

Father,  think  that  in  each  little  vein 
Thy  own  blood  is  flowing.  Oh,  relent ! 

Dear  father,  in  mercy  say  % 

That  blood  shall  never  plead  in  vain. 


% 
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NORMA. 


My  boon  is  granted — those  tears  assure  me  thou  wilt  protect 
them  !  Oh,  bless  thee! — bless  thee! — for  now  the  anguish  of 
death  is  past !  Farewell,  father! 

Oroveso. 

My  heart  is  breaking!  O,  cruel  fate!  Come,  death,  and 
end  my  woe !  Oh,  my  child — must  we  part  ? 

Yes  ;  I  hear  that,  fatal  knell! 

Wretched  daughter*— oh,  farewell ! 

Pollio. 

See,  the  nuptial  torches  glare — 

Quick  !  The  bridal  couch  prepare. 

Chorus. 

From  the  brow  which  guilt  hath  branded. 

Quick,  the  sacred  garland  cast ; 

O'er  the  head,  to  death  devoted, 

Be  the  veil  of  darkness  past — 

Fire  the  pile ! — its  flames  shall  quickly 
Purify  our  holy  fane  ! 

Then  to  arms,  ye  Gauls,  and  bravely 
Break,  for  aye,  the  Roman’s  chain. 

[ During  this  Chorus ,  a  black  mil  has  been  brought  forward  bij 
four  of  the  attendants ,  and  at  the  conclusion  two  of  the 
Druids  seize  Norma,  whilst  a  third  throws  the  veil  over  her. 
Pollio  is  at  the  same  moment  seized  by  the  Gaulish  Chiefs . 
Oroveso  sinks ,  overcome  by  his  emotions, into  the  arms  of  the 
surrounding  Druids ,  and  the  light  of  the  Pile  which  has 
been  kindled  outside  of  the  “  Sacred  enclosure”  glares  upon 

THE  TABLEAU, 

AS  THE 

CURTAIN  FALLS. 


